



The Beginning 


| was on fire, even after penetration, even after release; 
that’s how he made me feel. 

His touch: soft at first, rough at the end. 

He left me burning. 

Life without him was no longer possible, and | suppose if 
I’m being honest with myself, the mere thought of spending 
a day apart sent shivers of fear throughout me. It was as 
though from the moment I’d been introduced to him, in that 
crimson-darkened room, we had clicked on so many levels— 
sexually, of course, as that had been the point that night; 
but also on a personal level, even with a wall initially 
separating us. Something had drawn me to him, him to me. 

Now, after all that had happened, to rattle and pace 
around this gilded apartment without his presence, his 
animal passions, and his insistent and insatiable desires 
seemed unthinkable. When he kissed me, whether freshly 
shaved or bearing his weekend scruff, his heavy beard sent 
electric shocks throughout my body, with satisfaction the 
only solution. 

That was when | would strip him of his clothes, and | 
would take him into my mouth. 

And he would do the same to me. 

He would slip inside me, pound with energy, with 
passion, until his cries woke the world. 

| would slip inside him next, and he would ride me and 
feel all of me thrusting inside him with delirious desire. 

No morning was complete with our bodies splattered 
with come. 

No night could end without fierce orgasms commanding 
us to sleep. 

At this moment, though, he is away and I wish him to 
return to me, safe, sound, as sexy as ever, and soon. Upon 
his return | will take him to our king-sized bed, and I will 


thrust my bulging cock deep inside him and hear him beg 
for me never to stop, and I will feel his nails against my 
back, scraping flesh, digging for traction. 

“Yes,” he will plead. “Oh, how you fill me.” 

And only the natural reaction of attraction, of friction, 
would force a conclusion. 

In the quiet of the night, amidst the sheets, he would 
stare into my eyes and say what I had once said to him. 

“You own me.” 
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He looked into the mirror and saw two faces staring 
back, two people—two identities. 

Even though he had only one name. 

And an unlikely mouthful of a name at that: Sinclair 
McQueen Talbot. His still-living, endearing, and fiery-natured 
mother was a literary fan, while his long-dead bombastic 
bastard of a father favored action movies, and so rather 
than allow their child to lay claim to his own identity, they 
combined their worlds and thus was born a man who from 
his earliest moments on Earth battled who he was. The 
challenge hadn’t changed as he grew his way into 
adulthood, and in fact, it may have taken a deeper root 
inside him. Because even when on the outside he was 
properly attired for a night of meeting his fans, underneath 
lurked another side, one driven by secret passions. 

He was wearing one of his finest suits, a pin-striped 
Armani with gold rep tie. 

His thick brown hair was properly parted and combed. 

His wire-framed glasses rode high on the bridge of his 
aquiline nose. 

In other words, he was the very picture of literary 
SUCCESS. 

Except for the tight-fitting briefs he wore beneath it all, 
his flaccid cock stuffed inside. 

Begging to be let out, to grow hard—to release. 

The torture was thrilling. He could so easily slide a hand 
inside and jerk himself off. 

But he didn’t. 

He could wait. 

Because he knew what was scheduled to happen later 
tonight—much later. Only after his obligations were fulfilled 
would he be too. The week’s long, pent-up passion would 
produce the desired effect: a satisfying, knee-buckling 


explosion that would calm his inner fears, and bring to rest, 
momentarily, his innate insecurity. For now, as he readied to 
leave, he would have to be content to enjoy the friction of 
the silky material against his hairy skin, his needy cock. The 
thick nest of pubes matted against the material heightened 
the sensation. 

All such thoughts of desire would have to wait. 

He had an appointment to keep, and fans both familiar 
and new to embrace. 

Later, a stranger would embrace him a different way, 
with lips encircling his hard cock. 

So the man with the unwieldy name of Sinclair McQueen 
Talbot, aged forty-two, standing just a shade under six feet, 
with thick dark hair and penetrating brown eyes behind 
those glasses and a discerning smile that always let you 
know how he felt, let out a sharp exhalation. It would be a 
long night, one identity doing battle with the other, but in 
the end, wasn’t he really about pleasing both sides that 
dwelled within him? He smiled back at himself, knowing just 
how this night would end. 

He closed the bathroom door behind him, his final check 
completed. 

The alarm on his iPhone sounded, the gentle strum of 
guitars. Time was six thirty p.m., half hour to his event. 

“Ah, time to depart.” 

Sinclair McQueen Talbot was a man who lived his life 
according to a pre-set schedule. 

It was the only way to successfully balance his life. 

Wait. Make that /ives. 

Grabbing his keys and the hardcover copy of his latest 
novel that he’d already earmarked for his reading aloud, he 
knew there was nothing holding him back. A night of literary 
pursuits awaited him, and afterwards, an altogether 
different kind of pursuit. As the elevator arrived on the 
eighteenth to uppermost floor of his duplex apartment, 


Sinclair felt a familiar tightening in his crotch. Yes, the 
material was doing its job, rubbing his cock, exciting it. 

He rode down the elevator with his only neighbor, Mrs. 
Dowd, who was nearly blind as a bat as she readied to 
celebrate her eightieth birthday, and the two of them made 
pleasant chatter. Fortunately she couldn’t see he was 
sporting a hard-on inside his trousers. It had nothing to do 
with her, of course. 

The doors opened into an ornate lobby filled with 
beautifully appointed antiques. 

And a doorman of dark, swarthy good looks. Today 
looked like he’d forgotten to shave, as a thick, sexy five 
o’clock shadow coated his cheeks. 

“Cab, sir?” 

“Thank you, Ferro,” Sinclair said, placing a hand on the 
man’s shoulder. He could feel solid muscle beneath the 
uniform and, as always, wondered what the man looked like 
naked, what he liked to do in his spare time, and whether he 
enjoyed having wild, hungry sex with men. Propriety forbade 
tenants from asking too many personal questions of the 
building’s employees. 

“Always, my pleasure.” 

One day it would be nice if that were true. 

For now, pleasantries had come to an end as the two 
neighbors stepped out into a cool, moonlit Manhattan night. 
A black Cadillac limousine waited to whisk Mrs. Dowd away 
and Ferro attended to her needs before whistling down a 
passing cab for Sinclair, its center dome lit and its meter 
running immediately. Sinclair envied the dowager her 
luxurious ride as compared to his sure-to-be bumpy one, 
reminding him that while he had money and a fair amount 
of it, both from his own achievements and his trust fund, 
most others in the building helped redefine rich. The 
sparkling limo pulled away from the curb and then, as he 
had done for the old lady, Ferro opened the cab’s rear door 
for Sinclair, who slipped him a five-dollar bill. 


“Have a good night, Mr. Talbot.” 

“Thank you, Ferro.” 

Sinclair stole a look out the window at sexy Ferro as the 
young man retreated back into the pre-war luxury building 
at 81st Street and Park Avenue. Seeing him with his scruffy 
face had given Sinclair an idea, and as he punched a 
number into his cell phone, his cock thickened at just the 
thought of who would pick up on the other end. 


* OK OOK x 


“Ladies and gentlemen, it’s our extreme pleasure to 
welcome back... think this is your fourth signing with us—“ 

Sinclair, from behind his desk, nodded while the 
bookstore clerk eyed him. 

“Yes, fourth. Wow, just great. Let’s give a warm welcome 
to Mr. Sinclair McQueen.” 

The audience of seventy-five-plus people, seated on 
folding chairs or just standing at the back, applauded with 
enthusiasm, a signal to their guest that they had come 
specifically to hear him speak and to get a signed copy, 
perhaps two, of his new novel, The Ladder of Time. Sinclair, 
who published his books under the last name of McQueen, 
eschewing his family name for his endeavors, rose from his 
seat, opened the book in his hands, and without preamble 
began to read. 

“In a land known for its plains, the village of Time, lowa 
lived on its own plane, and for the time-crossed lovers Jake 
and Anna, no matter the revolutions of the clock, no matter 
the decade, they still managed to find each other, again and 
again, experiencing the undeniable bond that existed 
between them for time immemorial. It was nineteen sixty- 
three this time, and the two young lovers were living on 
opposite sides of the continuum, but certain events, 
personal and historical, would soon reunite them...” 

For the next twenty minutes, Sinclair read his 
improbable story, made real by his use of poetic language 


to enhance his prose, a style that had won him millions of 
admirers, all of whom were curious to read the further 
exploits of the lovers who would not be denied by anything. 
His “Time” series, which had begun with The Time of Their 
Lives, and which had been a mid-list success, had gradually 
increased in sales with each subsequent book, and now, 
with this latest, he was just a few slots away from number 
one on the New York Times bestseller list. Reviewers called 
his work sentimental slop, but readers couldn’t get enough 
of the ten-book series, one for each decade of the last 
century. 

“And as they kissed and their hearts danced, their road 
to reunion had begun...again.” 

With a thrilling rush to his loins, Sinclair closed his eyes 
and closed the book and heard a moment’s silence before 
the crowd erupted into wild applause. Romantic whimsy had 
fulfilled him on a professional level, but it was a feeling that 
had failed him during his life. So, having satisfied his fans, 
what he needed now was to make as fast an escape as he 
could, the idea of his own nocturnal adventure fueling a 
building desire. It took all his concentration to smile, shake 
hands with his fans, chat a bit, and sign one, two, and for 
one woman, five copies of the novel. Most of his readers 
were women, but at one point a man who could have been a 
younger version of Sinclair, with wire-rimmed spectacles 
and an academic quality to his attractive face, said, “Wow, 
that was just great. | hope one day to write like you.” 

“Better to write like yourself,” Sinclair replied, “Stay 
honest within yourself and it will translate onto the page.” 

“Wow, writing advice from you...thank you, Mr. 
McQueen.” 

Sinclair stole a longer look at the man, probably no 
more than twenty-five, with a day’s worth of light blond 
stubble on his face, and for a moment he was reminded of 
the darkly unshaven Ferro back at his building. His cock 
pressed hard inside his pants. The two men shook hands 


once more, and Sinclair couldn’t help but notice the curling 
blond hairs that encircled the youngster’s wrist. Sinclair’s 
thumb reached out and caressed the hairs, his fan 
unknowing of just what a reaction that caused within his 
idol. A rumble in his tight scrotum, an orgasm on the verge. 
After two hours, Sinclair had signed eighty-five copies of 
his novel and before making his exit, signed the remaining 
stock for the display table. He made haste outside and into 
the dark Manhattan night again and felt a cool breeze attack 
his warmed body. Good, he needed that. After that sexy 
encounter inside, he needed a momentary relief from the 
heat. Back on the street, anonymity became his friend. 
Momentary, he reminded himself. 
Then he hailed a cab, and one stopped immediately. 
Sinclair McQueen, renowned author, still buttoned up in 
his designer suit with his tie securely knotted, leaned 
against the back seat of the cab and exhaled. Then he 
removed his glasses which he didn’t need in to see but only 
to play-act his role as author. The shedding had begun; 
another identity was emerging. 
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“Good evening, Mr. Talbot,” said a leather-clad man 
behind the desk. 

Dim lighting with a slight red glow to it did little to hide 
the man’s bright smile. 

“Rocco, hello. | trust everything is in order.” 

“Ten o'clock, just as you said.” 

When Sinclair made an appointment, he meant it to the 
second. 

He also wasted little time, having his credit card at the 
ready while this short exchange took place. Rocco, with his 
jet-black dyed hair and bright-red painted lips, took the card 
and swiped it once, then paused, looking up. “You did say on 
the phone you required our Double Shot?” 

“Indeed,” Sinclair said, no hesitation to his voice. 

“We have the perfect candidate for you tonight, just as 
you requested.” 

Sinclair felt excitement well up inside him, his cock 
pressing against the thin material of his briefs. He indicated 
none of this to Rocco. Poker faces were appreciated at a 
place such as this. The less the staff knew of their client’s 
hungers, the better for all. Once Sinclair had signed the 
receipt, leaving a tip for management but knowing it would 
increase when he was done, he accepted the plastic card 
key and slipped it inside his pocket. The touch of his fingers 
so close to his crotch electrified him, knowing release was 
soon. 

“Thank you, Rocco. Your discretion, as well as your 
efficiency, is well appreciated.” 

“Always a pleasure,” Rocco said. 

It was the second time tonight he’d heard such a 
phrase, like the word was taunting him. 

“Have a glowing night.” 


It’s what Rocco always said before sending his 
customers off to a night of indulgence. 
Sinclair sought comfort in them, but tonight he was 
distracted, eager. 
He started up the stairs, darkness embracing him. 
x kx OK OX 


Sinclair made his way through a curtain of red beads 
and entered the inner sanctum of a private club called 
Crimson that catered to the needs of men seeking discreet 
encounters with other men. It was a faceless facade from 
the outside, what looked like an apartment building on the 
Lower East Side a couple of blocks off Delancy, but when 
you ventured inside—always by invitation, a buzzer the first 
line of defense—the color of red dominated, representing 
passion, blood, energy, power. Right now Sinclair was 
feeling all of those as he made his way upstairs to the room 
he always used. He stepped inside and as usual, he was 
alone. 

The room, which required the use of the card key, was 
box-like, with a comfortable cot in the corner and a small 
table with specified amenities set against blackened walls. 
Again, the alluring glow of red permeated down from track 
lighting on the ceiling. Sinclair locked the door behind him 
before sliding off his suit jacket, which he hung on a hook in 
the far corner. He removed his shoes too, but that was all 
when it came to his clothing. Making his way to the small 
table he fixed himself a glass of Scotch, Johnny Walker Blue, 
the bottle part of the service. Knocking back a quick shot, 
he felt the piercing heat rush down his throat and imagined 
a similar sensation would rock his cock, and not long from 
now. 

Setting down his drink, Sinclair’s eyes zeroed in on the 
far wall. 

Behind it, desire awaited him. 


He made his way over and knocked once, then twice on 
the wall. The signal. He was ready. 

Then he slid a small key he’d taken from the table into a 
brass lock, which unlocked a small, round opening in the 
wall. 

A tongue slipped out of the wall: long, red, teasing. 

Ready. 

Sinclair unzipped his pants, his cock already bulging and 
threatening to tear the tiny briefs. 

Pants fell down his hairy legs, material gathering around 
his ankles. 

The silk briefs joined them, but not before he slowly 
removed them, watching as his eager cock popped out, 
veins pulsing with blood, his pubes matted so as not to get 
in the way. Sinclair McQueen Talbot slid his cock through the 
glory hole and awaited the first electric touch of the waiting 
man’s tongue. Sinclair nearly buckled at the knees, but held 
his place. He needed this. After the week of denial, after 
tonight in which he’d played the dutiful author who wrote of 
love that defied time, he needed to feel the heat and the 
desire of the moment, and to unleash the pent-up passion 
inside him. 

He heard the man on the other side of the wall slurp, 
and felt too much wetness. 

“Easy, gentle,” he advised. “We are in no hurry.” 

Still, Sinclair thrust his entire length through the hole 
and felt it slide between the lips of the faceless man he’d 
paid for. He wasn’t necessarily well endowed, a healthy 
seven inches of thickness, but still he heard the man gag 
with surprise. What kind of professional was this? No doubt 
he’d had more, bigger, and not just in his mouth. 

“Take it, take it all,” Sinclair said through the wall. 

The man redoubled his efforts, sucking, licking, his 
rough tongue searching under the hard shaft and around the 
impressive, bulbous tip, then took the entire length of the 
hard cock into his mouth again. This time he accepted 


Sinclair’s thrust, which had Sinclair smiling, knowing 
whoever this man was, he had the talent to make 
adjustments. 

“It’s big,” he heard. 

“No talking, just Suck it...you have your instructions.” 

Sinclair felt a rough sensation of stubble against the 
taut skin of his cock and he let out a sharp cry. He wanted 
more but wanted it to stop, too. Pleasurable pain, as much 
an oxymoron as his two identities. Rubbing his cock against 
that scruff would make him blow too soon, but there it was 
again, a hand taking hold of his shaft, forcing it against the 
man’s beard, and as he glided the sensitive head against 
the thick grain of whiskers, Sinclair thought about swarthy 
Ferro and the young wannabe writer with the hairy wrists, 
both of them scruffy and who had inspired his desire 
tonight. Then he wondered about this man on the other side 
of the wall: Was he blond or dark? Did his beard grow easily 
and full, or was it patchy—? 

“Ahhh...” he cried out. 

He felt the man’s mouth encircle his cock again and the 
heat finally burst out of him, wicked spurts of angry come 
that shot inside that closed mouth. The man drank him 
down, tasting him and draining every drop out of his 
seeping cock. Sinclair continued to thrust his cock through 
the hole until every drop had drained out of him, and finally 
he ceased and the man released his cock, allowing it to slip 
out of the hole. 

“Oh, oh...” Sinclair said, catching his breath. 

“I take it that went as you wished,” said the faceless 
man. 

Sinclair turned to the hole and saw a pair of lips and a 
circle of goatee surrounding it. He wanted to tell the man to 
keep his questions to himself. You weren’t supposed to 
engage the client in conversation. But there was something 
bold about this one, daring. He was either new or was young 
—of age, of course; Rocco ran a respectable business—but 


the man carried an innocent quality at the same time. The 
way he’d initially slurped on his cock indicated he was new 
at this, but then he’d changed. 

“You aren’t supposed to talk to the client,” Sinclair said. 

“But you paid for a double. | wanted to make sure you 
were pleased enough...for more.” 

Sinclair looked at those lips through the hole. He wanted 
to see the face they were attached to. But he hadn’t paid for 
that, and he wasn’t sure he could wait that long. With his 
cock hard again, throbbing, he just wanted this man’s lips 
around his shaft again. This time, though, since he’d already 
come once, he knew they could take their time, and Sinclair 
wished to be free, unencumbered. So he grabbed his tie and 
tossed it off, unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it to the bed, 
not bothering to hang either as he had done with his jacket. 
At last his socks came off, causing his trousers to slide off. 
Soon, Sinclair was naked and as freedom washed over him, 
he made his way back to the hole. 

“Suck it, and don’t stop till | blow.” 

“Your wish, my command.” 

Still with the talking. Only one way to shut him up. 

Sinclair shoved his cock again inside the man’s mouth, 
again, again, again. 

The man said nothing more. He just sucked and sucked, 
and he again ran his rough beard all over him, and the heat 
began to boil inside Sinclair. He ran his hands across his 
hard chest, feeling the thicket of dark hair that blanketed it, 
fingers squeezing his jutting nipples. His breath began to 
come in short bursts. 

“Oh, yes, oh yes...more, give me more of that...” 

The man engulfed his entire cock, so much that Sinclair 
could feel the head battering the back of his throat. He felt 
his pulsing tip expand, felt the heat of his climax travel 
through his shaft until it reached its destination and shot 
forth in an explosion that rocked him more than the first one 
had, and he thought he might have fallen over if not for the 


power with which the man behind the hole held onto him, 
his lips locking around his shaft, holding him, taking him, 
taking every drop until draining him of his load. 

At last, Sinclair was released and he retreated to the 
narrow cot, where he lay down in an effort to find his breath. 
He stared at the ceiling and the cast of that red glow and he 
wondered how long it would take him to recover from his 
dual explosions when he heard the man from the other side 
of the wall call out to him. Sinclair turned, shock hitting his 
face. 

Because rather than the man’s scruffy lips visible 
through the open hole, there was an impressively large cock 
sticking through, bigger than Sinclair’s—certainly longer and 
thicker. 

“What do you think?” 

Sinclair couldn’t believe what he was seeing and 
hearing. In all his time coming to—and coming in—the place 
his credit card statement called “Crimson, Inc,” no man had 
ever proposed as bold an advance as this. You had to pay 
big for a blow job—or in tonight’s case, two, what they 
called a “Double Shot”—and now here was the man who’d 
sucked him wanting the same, and for free. He had balls. 

He also had a huge cock. 

Sinclair rose from the bed, made his way over, and 
dropped to his knees. He looked down the long shaft and 
back into the darkened hole. 

“When | say shove, do it,” he said. 

The man pulled back, all the way out of the hole, for 
bigger impact. 

Sinclair reached up and slammed shut the door, locking 
it. 

A thud against the wall, then “Owww,” muffled now from 
the closed hole. 

Sinclair McQueen Talbot allowed himself a smile, then 
got dressed and made his way out of his room and back 
downstairs. He slid two hundred dollars in cash into a jar 


that had been set aside for him, and then, thinking about 
the bold man with the bearded face and the impressive 
cock, he dropped in a third bill. 

This one was a dollar. 
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A few days later, Sinclair awoke with a raging hard-on, 
the result of a dream—the same dream in fact, he’d had 
since that night at Crimson. He was on his knees and he was 
sucking deep on a long, thick cock, but whenever he gazed 
up to see the tortured face of his love, all he saw was 
darkness, and then he realized he was the man behind the 
wall and on the receiving end, leaving him strangely excited 
but ultimately unsatisfied, because he would suddenly shoot 
up in bed when he imagined the big cock about to explode. 
That was when he realized he was alone. 

“Shit,” Sinclair said to the sweaty, tangled sheets. 

He could only imagine the tossing and turning he’d 
endured while dreaming. 

It frightened him, actually, how much desire consumed 
him, even while asleep. 

The other night’s signing had been his first event of 
what would be a five-city tour his publisher had set up, not 
set to continue for another two weeks. Miami, Houston, 
Chicago, Los Angeles, plus the small town in lowa which 
served as the fictional setting for his “Time” novels. He 
knew he had much to get done before the tour began, not 
least of which was progress on the next volume in his series. 
It was due a few weeks after his return from the tour, and he 
had hoped to make a lot of progress before leaving, except 
that the past few days he'd found himself staring at a blank 
computer screen, the cursor taunting him for words, actions. 

He’d never been afraid of writing before. Blank pages 
were for amateurs. 

Tossing back the covers, Sinclair tossed on a silk robe 
and padded downstairs and into his kitchen, where he 
proceeded to make coffee, strong and black. He scooped 
down a Greek yogurt and a power bar, then took his 
steaming coffee into his study, where he fired up his 


computer. Last night he’d turned it off with such frustration, 
waiting for a file to upload, that today he got an error 
message and asked if he wanted Windows to start normally. 

“Yes, please, put everything back to normal,” he said. 

Someone was listening, since he was able to retrieve 
the document for chapter seven of what he was right now 
calling Time and Time Again, a title that left him unsatisfied, 
with a plot that went back in time to the nineteen forties, 
where his hero Jake enlisted in the army, only to find his 
time-traveling heroine overseas working at a war hospital, 
and he makes it his mission to bring her back to Time, lowa, 
as intended. It was a similar theme to his other books, but 
this one was proving more difficult. The characters spent too 
much time separated, and what readers responded to was 
her inability to remember him in each book, which was the 
central conflict and conceit of the series. Something was 
missing in this book. 

After an hour of furious typing, words and sentences 
began to mean little to him, and Sinclair realized the magic 
just wasn’t happening this morning. Whatever this gift of 
prose he’d been given, today it eluded him like a cloud 
during a fierce storm, and so he finally saved the file and 
gave up. Making his way back to the kitchen, he poured his 
half-finished cup of now-cold coffee down the drain and 
contemplated a fresh one. But he was agitated enough; 
more caffeine would only frustrate him. He opened the 
fridge and found an opened bottle of French Sancerre and 
despite the fact the clock hadn’t yet reached noon, he 
poured a healthy-sized glass. That was the thing about 
writing about time: you could always make it work in your 
favor, and that old chestnut of it being five o'clock 
somewhere won out, and so while the first sip was good, the 
second took the edge off. 

Bringing the bottle with him, he opened the patio door 
and emerged out onto his balcony, one of the benefits of 
having an apartment on the upper floor of the building, 


bought decades ago by his mother’s parents. It looked out 
over the southern tip of the building, and as such provided 
beautiful views of the towering Empire State Building, Met 
Life, and in the distance, the rising Freedom Tower. The 
moneyed Sinclair Talbot had grown up in New York City, 
attended private school, and had known the privileged, 
upper-crust life of a city that injudiciously separated rich 
from poor. His father had died in a private plane crash years 
ago and his mother had buried her grief with the year-round 
heat of Florida—and a series of young, hot studs—and 
Sinclair had taken over the apartment and forged life on his 
terms. 

He’d always known of his attraction to men and once he 
turned eighteen he began to frequent gay bars in Chelsea 
and Hell’s Kitchen, doing his best to hide his predilection 
from his mother, only to learn she couldn’t care less. She’d 
caught a still-maturing Sinclair in his bed one late night with 
a sexy, hairy-chested Italian guy several years older than 
him, and they’d only been discovered because the guy was 
loud while thrusting his uncut cock inside him. His mother 
had been civil enough to wait until they had climaxed and 
the walls had stopped shaking, and then she’d walked in 
with a bottle of wine and two glasses—on a silver platter, to 
boot—and suggested they fortify their bodies before going 
at it again. 

“That is your mother?” the guy named Rico had said. 

“Apparently.” 

The next morning Roberta Talbot congratulated her son 
on his taste. 

“It’s always more fun in the sack when they’re furry, like 
your father was...something to grab onto while you go for 
that ride,” she had said. “Those shaved men can stay at the 
Spa.” 

Sinclair never let go out of that memory as he grew up 
and turned into one of those hairy men her mother had 
spoken of, like his father. 


“Sinclair, my Lord, how you’ve...matured,” she told him 
one day while sunning himself in only a pair of swimming 
trunks at her condo down in Coral Gables. 

Now, twenty years later, Roberta Talbot was still 
pursuing her own type of men, while her son, living way up 
north, a successful novelist currently experiencing a bout of 
writer’s block, continued his own brand of searching for 
love. At the moment, while he looked down the busy avenue 
and listened to the dim sounds of horns from this upper 
vantage point, he thought about the club he’d been at those 
few days ago. The Lower East Side was not visible from 81st 
and Park, but he knew that in one particular building, in one 
particular room, was a man who catered to just what 
satisfied Sinclair these days. 

Not love. 

Not a lasting relationship. 

He was too busy for that. He had five more books to 
finish in his series. 

Until then, he knew what he wanted. 

Picking up his iPhone, he searched his recent calls and 
found the one he wanted. 

“This is Crimson.” 

“Is this Rocco?” 

“Of course.” 

“Mr. Talbot.” 

“Ah, you wish a return engagement.” 

Sinclair hesitated, uncertain he had the guts to ask for 
what he really wanted. “No, | want the name of the man 
from the other night.” 

“You know that’s not possible. No outsourced clients.” 

He expected such an answer, even for him, a loyal 
customer. 

“Fine. Tonight, same room, same man.” 

“Same arrangement?” 

“No, he should be in the room, waiting for me.” 

“As you wish, Mr. Talbot.” 


The connection was cut, their business concluded. 
Sinclair poured himself another glass of wine, took a sip, 
and let out a sigh as he looked again at the city that lay at 
his feet. Then he imagined the man with the scruffy cheeks, 
thought of what he would look like, especially as he gazed 
down at him while he serviced him, engulfed him. 

Sinclair’s robe fell open, exposing his pulsing cock 
jutting out from his nest of pubes. 

High atop New York, he could jerk off and watch his 
come shoot even higher into the air. 

He opted to wait. 

Tonight couldn’t come soon enough. 

Same could be said for his cock. 
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Same process as the other night, same swipe of his 
credit card, and soon Sinclair was pushing aside those red 
beads and entering the dark, dank world of Crimson. Only 
difference was, when he slid the card key into the slot, he 
opened the door and found he wasn’t alone. In the red glow 
of the room, a sizable man lay stretched out on the cot, 
apparently helping himself to Sinclair’s Scotch. He was 
completely naked, his cock flaccid but still impressive. 

“Well, uh, good evening,” Sinclair said, getting his first 
look at the mysterious man who had consumed his waking 
hours, his dreams, and all of his hours this afternoon. 

The man just nodded, saying nothing. 

“You are the man from the other night?” 

Again, he nodded. 

Not that Sinclair doubted it. Rocco ran a respectably 
disrespectful business. He wasn’t in any position to pull a 
fast one on his customers, not at these prices. 

“Silent tonight, okay. Let me see you.” 

The man rose from the cot, unraveling his tall frame to 
reveal all six feet, two inches of him. He had thick muscled 
arms and a well-built body, long legs with a dusting of hair. 


But it was his face that Sinclair gazed upon longingly; he 
couldn’t be more than twenty-five or so, but he looked a bit 
rough around the edges, a man’s man, no pretty boy though 
he was quite nice-looking. Scruff adorned his cheeks and 
chin, not quite a beard but not a one-day growth either. It 
was intentional, stylish, and sexy, and the sight of it made 
Sinclair's cock thicken in his pants, remembering the 
beard’s rough scratch as it caressed him and made him 
blow the other night. 

“You surprise me,” the man finally said. 

“Why is that?” 

“Other customers, let’s say they have money, but 
perhaps not refinement.” 

“I expect only the best, in life and—” 

“In bed?” 

“In everything.” 

“You liked what you had the other night. You wanted... 
more?” 

“You were far too bold that night.” 

“You're back.” 

“Yes, yes, | am.” 

“Why not put the other night behind us?” the man 
asked. “Tonight is another. You own me.” 

Those last words shook Sinclair, like the man was one of 
his characters and as such, under his control. Still, he made 
his way toward the table and discovered a second glass of 
Scotch had already been poured. Taking hold of it, Sinclair 
nodded his appreciation before taking a sip. The warm 
alcohol fueled him. A second sip energized him. He made 
his way toward the man no longer hidden behind a hole in 
the wall, no longer faceless, no longer a fantasy. This was 
reality and Sinclair McQueen Talbot, a man who dabbled in 
fictional worlds during the day, welcomed this very real, 
very heated moment. He reached up and scratched the 
thick scruff of the man’s chin, the touch rough against the 
pad of his finger. 


Just then the man opened his mouth and drew in 
Sinclair’s finger, sucking it. 

“Oh...oohhh.” 

“You like that?” he asked as he released it. 

“Yes.” 

“You want me to do that with your cock?” 

“Yes. But not yet,” Sinclair said. 

“Whatever you want.” 

Sinclair walked over to the hooks where the other night 
he’d hung his jacket, and tonight he repeated the process, 
this time adding his shirt and trousers. He’d foregone the tie 
on this night; he only wore those when he had to be Sinclair 
Talbot, the author, and tonight he was as far from the writer 
of feel-good romances as he could be, starved for 
something other than adoration from ardent fans. Once 
naked, he made his way toward the cot, took hold of the 
man’s large hand, and indicated he should lie down. 

The man did as asked. 

Sinclair’s cock was rock hard as it jutted out from his 
thick pubes, already dripping pre-come at the thought of 
what he was soon to do. From the drawer Sinclair withdrew 
a box of condoms and bottle of lubricant, again supplied by 
the establishment, applied both to where they needed to be, 
and, once he was ready, once the man on the bed was 
ready, he climbed atop him, lifted those legs, and gazed at 
the waiting, wanting entrance. The man’s tight ass was 
smooth and open, puckering with anticipation. 

“Go ahead, slide that thing inside me.” 

Sinclair didn’t hesitate, going at him slowly, 
methodically, much like the rest of his life. 

But once he was inside, he threw caution to the wind, 
and he began to push harder, with more drive, reaching 
deeper. He grunted aloud when he met with resistance, 
pulled back, and thrust again, hard. The man closed his legs 
around Sinclair’s ass and locked him against his body, 


encouraging his cock to penetrate him more, more still. 
Keeping it there. 

“Come on, give me what you’ve got.” The man’s voice 
was soft in his ear, sexy. 

“I thought of this all day.” 

“No, you didn’t,” the man replied. 

About to thrust, Sinclair stopped and gave the man 
below him a strange look. 

“You’ve thought about doing this since the other night, 
when I shoved my cock through the hole.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“It drove you crazy, kept you awake at night, and when 
you did sleep, it penetrated your brain just as sure as your 
cock is penetrating my ass. But that’s okay, man. | can wait. 
Do me and do me good and trust me, lIl make it all 
worthwhile. Fuck my ass hard. And when you’re done, you'll 
get what you really came for tonight.” 

Sinclair didn’t know if he was angry or turned on or 
somewhere in between, but his hard cock took command of 
this game of one-upmanship and thrust deep into the man. 
The man reacted with a cry, urging Sinclair on. He asked for 
it and then he begged for it, and Sinclair did as the man 
wanted. With his arms pinned on either side of the man’s 
body, he hoisted his body upward as his cock continued to 
push inside him, hard, harder, with such force he was afraid 
he would blow sooner than he wanted. He felt the man 
reach up and run his strong hands across his chest, 
grabbing at the hair that coated it, telling Sinclair he 
surprised him again, that he was hot and sexy and so good. 
“Yeah, love the feel of your hairy chest, oh man, just give 
me that cock, let me feel you come...” 

That was all it took, Sinclair crying out with wild desire 
as his cock exploded. 

Come shot into the tip of the condom. 

But in his mind he saw his eager spurts shooting deep 
inside the man. 


“Nice,” the man said. “Now, my turn.” 

He didn’t waste any time, flipping Sinclair onto his 
stomach before he could barely catch a breath. On one level 
Sinclair appreciated his attention to time, but on another— 
well, this wasn’t what he’d come here for, was it? No, he 
hadn’t been content to only have his cock sucked; tonight 
he had wanted to fuck this man and he had and he’d come 
with colors exploding behind his eyes. Now this guy—this 
client, was turning him over with the thought of fucking him 
back. With that huge, throbbing cock. 

“| didn’t...” 

“Yeah, you did. It’s why you asked for me again. The 
dollar tip, very funny.” 

“There was more than just that.” 

“Yeah, but that was what told me you’d be back. You 
hated my attitude, but secretly loved it. That wass why you 
acknowledged it.” 

All while he spoke, the man readied for their next 
encounter. Sinclair felt the cool swipe of lube penetrate his 
ass, heard the snap of the condom on the man’s cock. With 
desire flooding his loins, his ass cheeks opened, almost 
voluntarily, almost like his mind had no control anymore of 
the situation, and he felt the first push of that magnificent 
cock that had kept him awake these previous nights. Now 
he was getting it, taking it—opening up and receiving its 
massive thickness. 

“Oh yes, oh yes, shove it in me.” 

What happened next would forever change the life of 
Sinclair McQueen Talbot. 

Because after he took the entire length of that cock 
inside him and pleaded for more, the man above him 
heaved and thrust, grabbing hold of Sinclair’s shoulders and 
using them to position him on the mattress with greater 
authority, greater purchase. He just pounded and pounded, 
the power behind it like an animal going on instinct. Sinclair 
lay there taking it, twisting on the cot, teasing it into 


submission while inside him, driving the man wild with 
building passion. At last, with a bellowing cry that shook the 
sound-proofed walls, the man climaxed, the tip of his cock 
expanding, filling Sinclair with every inch, all while he felt 
each pump, each spurt. 

Sinclair couldn’t imagine a life without more of this. 

He wanted more. He knew he was lost. This man had 
stolen his resolve. 

When their bodies came to rest, Sinclair was coated with 
sweat, his cock soft, his chest hair matted into a shapeless 
dark blanket. The man rose and grabbed their Scotches and 
both allowed themselves a moment to drink down the hot 
liquid. 

“I have two questions,” Sinclair said. 

“Okay, what’s the first one?” 

“Will you come home with me? l'Il make it worth your 
while.” 

The man just grinned. “I’d like that, actually. What’s the 
second one?” 

“What’s your name?” 
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He’d said he’d tell him when they met again, and two 
days later, here they were. 

“Own.” 

“I’m sorry. Own? Did | hear that right?” 

“Actually, it’s Owen,” he said with a smile that widened 
his face and exposed dimples beneath his blond scruffy 
cheeks. “But as a child | couldn’t pronounce the second 
syllable, so it came out sounding like Own. My older siblings 
and parents thought it was cute, and so that’s what they 
started calling me and | never thought to change it, not 
when I went away to college or came to New York.” 

They were enjoying a bottle of Dom Perignon while 
sitting on the balcony of Sinclair’s Park Avenue apartment, 
and finally he was learning the truth behind the name. That 
night, in the crimson glow of the room where they’d 
experienced their first—but not last—sexual encounter, the 
man had admitted his name but told him there was a story 
behind it and he would tell him when not in a state of 
undress, “not while recovering from an orgasm that split 
me.” 

Sinclair was not so easily susceptible to compliments, 
but he enjoyed that one. 

He knew there was a certain amount of truth behind it, 
because Own struck him as a man not in search of a sugar 
daddy and for whom any fortune that came his way would 
be because of his hard work. He was strong and confident 
and could live life on terms he set. Sinclair was impressed at 
the man’s drive and he realized that what exploded inside 
that private room was not something one could plan on. 
What should be a passing indulgence, lasting as long as was 
paid for, had shifted as a connection was made between 
Sinclair and Own. Now, nearly forty-eight hours since their 


agreement for Own to make a visit to his apartment, the 
bubbly was reaching the bottom of the bottle. 

“Another one?” Sinclair asked. 

“Why not?” 

So Sinclair returned to the kitchen and grabbed the 
second bottle from the fridge. When he returned he undid 
the foil and popped the cork and the sound filled the night 
like their voices had shaken the room the other night: loud, 
explosive, contents spilling out. With mutual smiles 
exchanged, two fresh glasses were poured. 

“To the good life,” Own said and raised his glass. 

“To the nights,” Sinclair said. 

Own paused mid-drink. “So, you didn’t invite me here to 
get the story behind my name.” 

“No, but | did ask you to my place to get to know you 
better.” 

“What do you want to know?” 

“What brought you to New York?” 

“What brought you?” 

“A question followed by a question. | was born here. 
Spoiled Upper East Sider.” 

“lowa,” Own said. 

Sinclair guffawed, nearly spilling his champagne. “That’s 
not even funny.” 

“No, but true.” 

“And your reason for leaving?” 

“I was a cook back home, short order. | want to be a 
chef. So in relation to Manhattan, my hometown seems 
stuck in time.” 

This time Sinclair emptied his glass. “You know who | 
am, don’t you?” 

“Nope. But it’s looks like I’m freaking you out.” 

“Will you come with me?” 

“I thought I already had.” 

“Serious, for a moment.” 

“I can do that,” the man said. 


With dusk settling over the city and a cool breeze 
blowing past them, Sinclair took hold of his new lover’s hand 
and helped him up from his chair, immediately feeling 
electricity singe his body. Sinclair could have had his way 
with Own the moment he’d arrived off the elevator, could 
have taken him to his bedroom and plowed him till he was 
exhausted, but he hadn't; it wasn’t like going to Crimson. 
This was something more—not quite a date, but the start of 
a new, primal connection. He dared not call it a relationship, 
not when good money was still being exchanged. 
Companionship was comforting, but it was expensive. He’d 
enjoyed talking with him, and now, leading him into his 
Small office just off the kitchen, he was ready to share a part 
of himself. Sharing his body, sharing his soul. 

“So, lowa, you say,” Sinclair said. “Welcome back 
home.” 

Framed photographs adorned the walls of flatlands and 
open fields, of wind-swept grains bending to the whims of 
the weather, of farms and silos and browned patches of land 
as taken from the sky high above. Set amidst them were 
book jackets with similar images and gold type, set behind 
gilt-edged frames, and one frame contained a New York 
Times bestseller list with a circle around the number 
fourteen fiction title, one called Time’s Witness. It was his 
first to hit bestseller status and the one that secured his 
future. On the shelves above the computer desk were 
dozens of copies of the same books, some domestic, other 
in foreign languages, but the one thing they had in common 
was all of them had the same author name on their spines: 
Sinclair McQueen. 

“Wait...1 Know those books...my mother reads them,” 
Own said. 

“So does mine. She thinks | should add more sex to 
them.” 

“My mother would cringe if you did. Sex...well, let’s just 
say it’s amazing | was born.” 


“Yes, my stories are rather pure.” 

Own pulled a book off the long shelf, the latest one, The 
Ladder of Time, turned it over, and looked at the color 
photograph that covered the back jacket. The image of 
Sinclair McQueen stared back at him behind wire-framed 
glasses that were not part of the package tonight. Own 
looked back with a raised eyebrow. 

“Part of the identity,” Sinclair said. “To my readers, I’m a 
bookish romantic.” 

“No wonder you seek release at Crimson. Tough to be 
perfect.” 

“Yes, itis,” Sinclair said, his voice dry. 

“So, this is really your life? You write these books?” 

“Got another one due in a month. | leave for a book tour 
in two weeks.” 

“So what are you doing with me now? Shouldn’t you be 
writing?” 

“I haven’t written a decent word since | met you.” 

“And you think having me here is going to get you over 
the, uh, hump?” 

“Maybe I don’t care anymore,” Sinclair said. 

“Of course you do. This is who you are.” 

“What | am was what I was the other night.” 

“Why can’t you be both?” the man asked. 

Sinclair laughed as he caught his expression in the 
mirror that hung on the opposite wall. What stared back was 
the bespectacled other side of him, the bookish man who 
lived a proper life: well ordered, a constant slave to his 
endless schedule of writing, touring, signing, rinse, then 
repeat. But with sexy Own standing beside him, heat 
emanating off his musk-scented body, he knew he was 
someone beyond that identity too, a man of desire who 
hungered for the escape of the good-boy image he 
channeled when immersed in his fictional world. 

Suddenly heat flooded his body. He touched Own’s arm, 
felt the muscled bicep. 


“Take me to my bedroom, Own.” 
“Then what?” 
“PI tell you what | want.” 
“You own me.” 
x x OK OX 


“Don’t touch my cock,” Sinclair said. 

“Uh, why?” 

“Just do as | Say.” 

Sinclair was paying, thus he was in control, and that 
only heightened his desire. 

Sinclair was splayed out on the king-sized bed, his body 
naked, heat dancing off him. 

It was because of Own’s kisses, which were intense, his 
tongue probing, the scruff on his face like sandpaper against 
brick. He licked at Sinclair’s neck, sucked on his earlobe, his 
hand wandering down— 

“I said no,” Sinclair said. 

“Sorry.” 

“I mean, not yet.” 

“You're the boss.” 

“Lick me,” Sinclair said, putting his hands behind his 
head, exposing his armpits. 

The room was mostly dark; only a soft white glow 
emitted from a lamp in the far corner. The effect created 
Shadows on the wall, and as Sinclair looked over he saw his 
other identity arching from Own’s tongue darting into the 
crook of his arm. He felt his tongue as he lapped at the 
patch of hair, and wondered if he had released a scent and 
whether Own wanted it, cared about it, or was just going 
through the motions because he had to. His mouth opened 
wide and he sucked at the armpit, causing a reaction deep 
within Sinclair. His cock throbbed, grew harder, begged for 
release. 

Not now. 

“My chest, move to my hairy chest. Taste your beast.” 


Own lifted his body up and straddled Sinclair around the 
hips while his hands stretched out over the thick, dark fur 
that coated him, rubbing it, sliding his fingers beneath the 
dense blanket. His pinky fingers edged Sinclair’s nipples, 
stopped, teased, tickled, and Sinclair felt his body jerk with 
sudden surprise. 

“Don't stop.” 

Own’s mouth found hard red nipples beneath thick hair 
and sucked on them, then his tongue licked at the dark, 
fluffy whorls that grew up over his collarbone and at the 
dark pelt that thickened between his well-formed pecs. 
Sinclair loved to have his chest indulged in such a way. The 
men he had been with over the years were often surprised 
to find a fresh-faced guy like him with such abundant hair 
coating his chest, and in return were unable to resist 
shooting their loads all over it. The idea of Own doing the 
Same caused a visceral reaction deep in Sinclair’s cock, and 
he felt the tip leak. He was close to climax, but he didn’t 
want to be. 

“Continue, follow downward.” 

The hairy trail that grew down the center of his flat 
stomach could lead a blind man to its bulging destination, 
and Own staked out his own claim with his tongue, 
dampening the trail and encircling his belly button before 
finally dipping below his waistline. His face was now only 
inches away from the throbbing hardness of Sinclair’s cock 
and its thick nest of hair; Sinclair could feel his warm breath 
like a titillating breeze, and could feel his tongue encircle 
the tip and lap up the pre-come that had leaked out. 

“No, no, don’t suck me...not yet.” 

The pleasure was indescribable at this point, and all 
Sinclair McQueen wanted was a hot, fast release, but 
Sinclair Talbot wanted to be teased further. He wanted the 
heat to simmer until the perfect boiling moment. So he 
opened wide his legs and encouraged Own to slide on by his 
cock and taste his tight balls, take them in his mouth. 


“Oh...oohhh, oohhh, more, Own, lick them.” 

Own dug in with hot determination, taking the hairy 
scrotum in his mouth while a finger strayed, finding its way 
to Sinclair’s ass and pushing forward through the crack. 
Sinclair felt his ass pucker, resisting, and a moment later, he 
Saw Own suck on his finger, moistening it. He thrust it back 
inside him, and this time it made entry. Sinclair let out a 
Sharp cry of pain but urged his lover on, to penetrate him 
deeper and deeper. A second finger slid in, then a third, all 
while Own continued to taste his balls and avoid his 
throbbing cock, which now was on fire and threatening, at 
last, to blow. 

“Oh my God, | can’t wait, | can’t wait...” 

“Yes, you can,” Own said. 

What he did next surprised Sinclair. 

Mounting him again, pushing Sinclair’s cock against his 
ass, he took hold of his massive cock and rubbed it in the 
thick fur of his chest. He rode him like a rodeo bronco while 
pressing backwards, Sinclair’s cock near to bursting from 
the pressure and the friction. Own kept up his gyrations 
while jerking his cock, and Sinclair’s eyes zeroed on the tip, 
waiting, eagerly, to watch it blow a load. He wanted to hold 
off long enough to see that big cock, which had only before 
come while inside him, explode. He needed to see it splatter 
all over his chest, matting his dark carpet, sizzling against 
his skin. 

“Come, now, come...” 

Own cried out and bucked backwards, sliding his ass 
cheeks again against Sinclair’s cock, and he too let out a 
shattering sound that enveloped the room. He felt his cock 
burst and his come shoot upwards onto Own’s back, 
dribbling back down into his ass cheeks. But that wasn’t all, 
because Own’s giant cock burst and ropes of white gooey 
come landed with a splat on his chest and on his chin, so 
much come Sinclair imagined he might drown. 


Finally, Own lifted his body off him, opting to slide in 
next to him. 

The heat of his body was intense, electric. 

“You're a mess,” Own stated, staring at the load of come 
imbedded in Sinclair’s chest. 

“What do you suggest?” 

“We get us both cleaned up.” 

“All while we get down and dirty.” 

The two men rose from the overstuffed bed, bypassing 
their discarded clothes and going into the bathroom, where 
Sinclair started the shower faucets. Once the temperature 
was perfect and steam began to swirl around them, they 
stepped under the hot, urgent spray, embracing, kissing. 
Their cocks hard again, they soaped up a good lather and 
began to stroke each other, with Sinclair amazed at the feel 
of that thick piece in his fist. 

“Biggest I’ve ever seen.” 

“Biggest you’ve ever sucked,” Own said, his eyes 
darting from Sinclair to his cock. 

Sinclair, who’d had ideas of pressing Own against the 
wet tiles and pushing his own cock deep inside him, 
suddenly found himself dropping to his knees, opening wide 
while water rushed over his head and down his body, and 
while he tasted the shower water, he also allowed that big 
cock to slip between his lips. Own began to buck forward, 
grabbing hold of Sinclair’s head to help guide his cock in, 
then out, thrusting back in, deeper, faster. Sinclair allowed 
him to take control, and he just kneeled in the growing pool 
of soapy water and sucked with all his might, licking the 
long shaft, tongue encircling the throbbing tip. He engulfed 
it and sucked again, harder, taking it in as far as he could. 

Own suddenly cried out, a signal to Sinclair he was 
going to blow. He tried to pull it out, but Own kept 
ownership of the moment, and when he shot his come, his 
cock remained buried deep in Sinclair’s mouth, and Sinclair 


had no choice; he took each spurt, each drop, tasting it 
before swallowing it down. 

At last, Own pulled out, his cock semi-hard and still 
dripping. 

“Now you can do to me what you want,” he said. 

Sinclair, somewhat angry but somewhat turned on, 
pushed Own against the tiles and this time got his wish. 
After readying himself, he slid his sheathed cock inside that 
pliant ass, and as he rammed it hard, he let out a fierce 
grunt. 

“Yeah, that’s it, fuck me...oh...Sinclair...” 

Suddenly Sinclair’s thrust stopped, holding his position 
of his hands on his Own’s ass. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Not exactly a name to cry out while in throes of 
fucking.” 

“You want a third identity?” Own asked. 

“How about S.M.?” he said with a wicked laugh. 

And before their laughter ended, Sinclair thrust again, 
burying his cock so deep his pubes scraped Own’s ass while 
his body pressed against his back. He held him tight, 
embracing him, his matted chest hair tickling him, enticing 
him. He just plowed with fierce determination, all the while 
he reaching around and grabbed hold of Own’s cock, 
stroking it again, again, hardening it to its full length, intent 
on making him shoot again. Their mutual cries, grunts, and 
expressions of desire and passion drove them, and in the 
confines of the shower, as water drenched them, heated 
them, with steam nearly devouring them, Sinclair fucked 
and Own received, and Sinclair jerked his cock and Own 
groaned with wild pleasure, and soon, so soon, too soon, 
Sinclair felt his cock begin to boil over. 

He pulled his cock out, ripped off the condom, and cried 
out as he caught a few pubes along with it, but he forged 
through the sharp pain, turning Own around and pumping 
his cock until it blew; ropey, gooey come shooting out all 


over Own’s scruffy face, his tongue lapping up what his 
cheeks missed. 

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck...” Sinclair said, grabbing for the 
handle at the back of the shower. 

“Nice, real nice,” Own said, allowing the warm spray to 
clean his face and stream down his hot, smooth body. 

Then Sinclair did something that surprised himself. 

He leaned forward and planted a kiss on Own’s lips, not 
one born of passion but of something deeper. The sensation 
rocked him. 

Oh, shit, he thought. 

I’m falling for this guy. 

But what he also realized was that Own had returned 
the kiss, taking him in his arms and inviting more. 
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For the next six days—and nights—Sinclair adapted to a 
new schedule. 

Fuck, then rise and make coffee. 

Write in the morning, take a lunch break, write some 
more. 

At six o’clock, it was cocktails out on the balcony, 
followed by dinner prepared by Own, testing out his culinary 
talents. 

By ten o'clock, after another bottle of vintage wine, a 
horny Sinclair and Own would retire to the dimly lit 
bedroom, where they would indulge passions in which they 
each willingly and voluntarily alternated in the role of 
aggressor and submissive. Some nights Own would lift his 
muscled legs in the air and take all that Sinclair thrust into 
him, and he would indulge all of his hairy lover’s whims, 
licking him and tasting him, driving him to climax. On other 
nights, Sinclair would grab hold of the headboard of the bed 
and await the giant cock as it pushed into him, widened 
him, and rocked his world so much the bedsprings were 
challenged and marks were left on the wall where the 
headboard slammed. 

At the conclusion of that first week, Sinclair walked onto 
the balcony at just after seven, the first such alteration of 
his schedule. Own was already waiting, half a bottle of 
bubbly gone and a tray of shrimp coquettes nearly gone. 

“Sorry, | couldn’t wait. | didn’t want to interrupt. You 
were typing so furiously.” 

“Like all week.” 

“You've been inspired.” 

“It’s done,” Sinclair pronounced. 

“What is?” 

“The new novel.” 

“But you Said...you were stuck.” 


“Until you arrived,” Sinclair said. “Until you...woke me 
up. From my rut.” 

“Impressive. You have a title?” 

“| did. | changed it. Why not pour me some of that 
champagne and l'Il tell you?” 

Own did as asked and seconds later was handing 
Sinclair a fresh glass of bubbles. 

“So, here’s to... Time's Passion.” 

“Passion? Isn’t that a little racy for your sweet little 
series?” 

“Actually, it’s perfect. It’s what’s been missing between 
Jake and Anna.” 

“Well, | guess as long as you didn’t turn Anna into 
Adam.” 

Sinclair laughed. “No, | don’t think my readers are quite 
ready for homo-erotica. Could you imagine if | wrote that 
too?” 

“I'd read it,” Own said. 

“You get to inspire it.” 

“So, with the book done, we celebrate.” 

Sinclair clinked his glass against Own’s, but hesitated 
before he drank. 

“You can’t even enjoy your achievement, can you?” Own 
asked. 

Taking a sip from his glass, Sinclair made his way over 
to the railing, looking down the busy avenue while the night- 
lights of Manhattan were turned on, emitting a glittering 
glow of passion all on its own. It was as though the city 
knew that as the night progressed, lovers would meet and 
they would dine, and they would taste the fruit of the vine, 
and then, when words were doused and the lights were 
lowered, nothing else remained but the eruption of wanton 
desire, bodies entwined, kisses given, love made, where 
pent-up orgasms would rock a world built on solid 
foundation. The city could handle them all, absorb them, 


encourage more all during the mysteries and passions of 
the night. 

Own came up beside him, his hand rubbing against 
Sinclair’s back. 

“You're leaving soon.” 

“Next week, my book tour.” 

“So, | guess this is it, the end,” Own said. 

Sinclair gave him a sideways glance. “This took me by 
Surprise,” he said. 

“This?” 

“Us.” 

“Is there an us?” Own asked. “We met, we were 
attracted to each other—” 

“| paid you to have sex with me.” 

“Since | arrived, | haven’t touched the money, nor do | 
intend to.” 

“What’s your plan?” Sinclair asked. 

“Rocco called me the other day, asked if | was coming 
back to Crimson,” he said. “You, know, | did have other... 
men who enjoyed my company.” 

“They enjoyed your cock.” 

Own looked stung. “Is that all you think | am? A big 
cock?” 

“No, | didn’t mean...” 

Own drained his glass. “Maybe I should leave.” 

“Maybe you should stay,” Sinclair heard himself saying. 

“Stay? What, until you leave?” 

“Stay here while I’m gone. Or come with me. One of my 
stops is Miami. l'Il be seeing my mother. She'll love you.” 

“You're inviting me to meet your mother?” 

“Okay, maybe that’s rushing it,” Sinclair said. 

Still, Sinclair wasn’t sure what the hell was going on or 
where he’d even gotten the nerve to say the things he’d 
been saying. But that didn’t stop him for forging onward, 
because the passion he’d felt all week—hell, since that first 
encounter in the blood-red glow at Crimson—had awakened 


something primal in him. A need not just for sex, but for 
companionship, someone to share his world—his worlds. 
This man, this sexy, smart man who cooked a mean veal 
marsala and who was still finding his way in this great city, 
had fed off the desires of a man named Sinclair Talbot, but 
he’d also woken up the other man named Sinclair McQueen, 
and maybe, somewhere along the way he'd finally made the 
two men whole. 

Sinclair McQueen Talbot, for the first time in forever, felt 
comfortable in his own skin, and with Own’s skin wrapped 
around him. 

“I’m inviting you into my life,” Sinclair said, “What do 
you say?” 

Sinclair watched for any flicker of hesitation, of 
confusion, or fear, in Own’s sparkling blue eyes. Own 
stepped forward, his body nearly touching his, the spark 
between them electric. He opened his mouth and Sinclair 
closed his eyes, wishing, hoping, the man would kiss him 
and seal their new arrangement with the promise of 
tomorrow. What he felt instead was the man’s finger 
outlining his lips, as though he were testing the perimeter of 
love for any warning signs, any danger of entry. Then he did 
kiss him, and Sinclair felt his arms encircling him, taking him 
in its embrace. 

When their lips at last parted, time had somehow 
slipped away from them, the white glow of moonlight 
glinting in their eyes, with all of Manhattan vibrant and 
alive. Own smiled at him and said, “Il assume you have 
another bottle of champagne, because it’s always good to 
break open a fresh one when you have something new to 
celebrate.” 

“PIL never run out.” 

Own smiled again, his dimples widening. “You can pop 
my cork anytime.” 

They retired to the bedroom with that fresh, chilled 
bottle of champagne, where they only managed a few sips 


before their passion consumed them, and for the first time, 
Sinclair and Own came together with a mutual plan for not 
just tonight, but tomorrow and for something called beyond. 
Time meant nothing anymore; only passion mattered, and 
unlike the world that Sinclair created in his mind, on the 
page, there was no fiction here. Just truth. 


The Ending 


| was on fire, even after penetration, even after release; 
that’s how he made me feel. 

His touch: soft at first, rough at the end. 

He left me burning. 

Life without him was no longer possible, and | suppose if 
I’m being honest with myself, the mere thought of spending 
a day apart sent shivers of fear throughout me. It was as 
though from the moment I’d been introduced to him, in that 
crimson-darkened room, we had clicked on so many levels— 
sexually, of course, as that had been the point that night, 
but also on a personal level, even with a wall initially 
separating us. Something had drawn me to him, and him to 
me. 

Now, after all that had happened, to rattle and pace 
around this gilded apartment without his presence, his 
animal passions, and his insistent and insatiable desires, 
seemed unthinkable. When he kissed me, whether freshly 
shaved or bearing his weekend scruff, his heavy beard sent 
electric shocks throughout my body, with satisfaction the 
only solution. 

That was when I would strip him of his clothes, and | 
would take him into my mouth. 

Then he would do the same to me. 

He would slip inside me, pound with energy, with 
passion, until his cries woke the world. 

| would slip inside him next, and he would ride me and 
feel all of me thrusting inside him with delirious desire. 

No morning was complete with our bodies splattered 
with come. 

No night could end without fierce orgasms commanding 
us to sleep. 

At this moment, though, | am away and I wish to return 
to him, safe, sound, and soon. Upon my return I will take 


him to our king-sized bed, and I| will thrust my bulging cock 
deep inside him and hear him beg for me never to stop, and 
| would feel his nails against my back, scraping flesh, 
digging for traction. 

“Yes,” he will plead. “Oh, how you fill me.” 

And only the natural reaction of attraction, of friction, 
would force a conclusion. 

In the quiet of the night, amidst the sheets, he would 
stare into my eyes and stroke the thick hair of my chest and 
say what he had once said to me. 

The man named Sinclair McQueen Talbot said, “You own 


THE END 


me. 
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